az sad Yesterdays,” EERU OTO T fle Began Jan. No. 


One Dollar 
Near 


Ge WORLD'S AD- 
VANCE HERALD 
and PERPETUAL 

OPULENCE 


hi eg AS 


A SAn aMn a, i 4 


N i bin i ai Ik | 

i ile l 
Syste EE bo 73 
EN 


p 


The . 3 
Path-Finder Company, Conable, Arkansas, U.S.A. 


Factors in 
the Process of Human 
Development 


SUBJECTS TREATED: 
PART L 


The 
Book of 
the New 
Century 


Reminiscent. 

. Some of the Work Being Accomplished. 
Brain Functions. 

-The Law of Life and Death. 


Love. 

. The Voice of the Infinite. . 

. The Sin of Mediumistic Development. 
10. The Duty of Mothers. 
11. Fate Is a Fallacy. 
12. Monument-al Lies and Crematories. 
. Death, Disintegration and Reincarnation. 
14. The Alleged Disease Germ. 
15. Animal Destruction-a Crime. 
16. Educate the Criminal Classes. 


PART IT. 


1. Thought Transmission. 

2. The Power of Thought Concentration. 

3- Scientific Breathing, Light Exercises and 
Bathing. 

4. The Science of Fasting. 

§ Sun Baths. , 

6. Man’s Duty to Himself. 

7 

8. 

9 


P BYRNE Nm 
3 
z 
c 
£ 
= 


A Text Book for the 
Millions who are in 
Search of Health 
and Opulence.a ee 


rr a a 


. Make Way for the Soul. 
. The Soul’s Necessities. 
. All Souls Are Saved. 
10. Attend to Your Own Business. 
11. Whence Comes the Power to Heal. 
12. Heal Thyself. 
13. Prepare for Life. 
14. Where the Responsibility Lies. 
15. Reincarnation and Its Relation to Life and 


ar 


Edgar Wallace Conable 


Price, $1.00 


Death. 
. The Real Elixir of Eternal Life. 


AOORESS ALL ORDERS: 


THE PATH-FINDER PUBLISHING COMPANY, 


Conable’s Path=finder 


A Monthly Magazine Devo:ed to Philosophy and the Higher Development of the 
Human Race—Physical aud Metaphysical. 


VOLUME Ul. 


CONABLE, ARKANSAS, FEBRUARY, 1904. 


NUMBER 2 


(Copyright, 1904, by Edgar Wallace Conable. This Copyright Covers all the Original 
and Contributed Articles in this Magazine. ) 


By THE EDITOR. 


The Mighty Power Within--A 
Fast Ride. 


OPE leadeth man to the thresh- 
old only of a burning ambi- 
tion; Faith safely spans every 
obstruction along the pathway 
of human progress. 

It was a short time before 
definitely deciding to go to Ar- 
kansas that I was obliged, on 
a certain day, to make a flying 
trip over one of the numerous 
tailroad lines leading out of 
Colorado Springs, Colo., to the 
outside world. I had decided 
to make the trip but thirty 
minutes before train time and 

my home was three miles distant from 

the depot; but knowing that the trains 
were often late, I decided to take my 
chances on making connections. 

On reaching the depot I was informed 
that the train was thirty minutes late. I 
figured it up and found that if there were 
no more serious delays I could easily 
make my northern connection out of 
Denver; so I purchased my ticket—a 
thing, by the way, very difficult to accus- 
tom myself to after indulging in the lux- 
ury of editorial annual passes twenty years 
or more. But there is always a “tide in 
the affairs of man” when he thinks he 
is the perpendicularist thing on foot, that 
even the management of a modern doub- 
le-track railroad fails to duly consider, so 
I disgorged rather than walk. 

As stated, I purchased my ticket and 
then took a stroll up and down the depot 
platform for a half hour. At the end of 
this time, no train being in sight, I ven- 
tured to make further inquiries, when, to 
my great disappointment, I received the 
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further information that forty minutes 
more had been added to the delay, mak- 
ing the train one hour and ten minutes be- 
hind time. First thought I decided to 
ask for the return of my money and post- 
pone the journey, but I had wired my 
coming and there was no way at this time 
to explain my delay. I did a little more 
figuring and found that if there were no 
more delays and the train made schedule 
time to Denver, I could reach the latter 
place just two minutes before the leaving 
time of the train I desired to take. Any- 
way, if I did not make this connection 
there was an early morning train out of 
Denver that would serve me in an emer- 
gency. So I decided to wait the addition- 
al forty minutes and at the end of this 
time the train pulled into the depot. I 
jumped aboard the train (everybody 
jumps aboard a train; they do not climb 
on in a rational, sane way. In traveling 
every one is licensed to make swine of 
themselves; at least they deport them- 
selves as their bristle-backed brothers are 
prone to); so I jumped aboard, as stated, 
and soon the double-header was creeping 
slowly up the slope to the divide, twenty- 
five milcs distant. This was discourag- 
ing on the start, but when I remembered 
that there were forty miles of down hill 
after leaving the divide I had faith that 
the engineer would open the throttle and 
try to redeem the good name of his com- 
pany. 

All went well until about thirty-five 
miles from our destination, when we en- 
countered a section gang repairing the 
road and as several rails were displaced 
the train men thought it wise to leave 
further immediate moving orders to the 
section boss. Now had we been riding 
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on a certain railroad leading into Atlan- 
ta, Ga., I would have known that we 
could have run right over these trackless 
ties and the sensation to the occupants of 
the train would not have been unnatural 
or in the least alarming; but here in Colo- 
rado the railroad companies insist on run- 
ning their cars the greater portion of the 
time on the rails, so we were obliged to 
wait twenty minutes for repairs. 

Twenty minutes, didI say? What did 
that mean to me? It meant the missing 
of an important engagement and an all- 
night stop-over in Denver. That was all 
and that was enough. What was to be 
done? 

At this moment the thought flashed 
through my mind: “Here is a splendid 
opportunity to test my mental powers on 
the engineer and fireman.” Immediately 
I began the work. I focused my thoughts 
first on the engineer—to fill him with 
the desire to make up every minute of 
lost time possible from there on to Den- 
ver. I filled him with the irresistable de- 
sire to open wide the throttle and let his 
engine fly. At the same time I filled the 
fireman with the desire to shovel coal in- 
to the great yawning mouth of the fire- 
box as he had never shoveled before. I 
kept this up with all my power and 
strength for miles. I drew upon all my 
concentrated resources. During the first 
five minutes there was no perceptible in- 
crease in the speed of the train, but I did 
not lose faith in my ability to accomplish 
what I had undertaken and I continued 
pouring forth the vital fluid I was fast 
generating and bringing to the surface. 
Soon, however, the train commenced to 
double on itself, but I did not let up. I 
continued pouring my vitalized strength 
into the cab of the dumb, throbbing 
monster, and — a great race was on. 
Soon thie cars were filled with dust and 
smoke and cinders were filling eyes and 
ears of the passengers, all of whom were 
bobbing up and down in their seats like 
automatons; still we swept on. Many 
began to display evidences of alarm as 
the rear coaches fairly cracked asa short 
curve was imade. The conductor passed 
through the train, smiling as he held on 
to the seats. The brakesmen were sta- 
tioned on the platforms. At this point I 
interrogated the conductor: ‘‘ How soon 
will we reach Denver?” Pulling out 


his watch he replied: “In twenty min. 
utes.” I said to myself, we will be there 
in fifteen minutes or I will resign thie edi. 
torship of Tre PATH-FINDFR. We were 
there in just fifteen minutes, to the amaze. 
ment of the entire train force except the 
engineer. He knew what he was about 
and handled his engine with the skill of 
an artist. 

I reached Denver several minutes be. 
fore the leaving time of the north-bound 
train and had to wait ten minutes longer 
for the train to pull out. I had also de. 
voted a little time to the conductor of 
this train to induce him not to be ina 
hurry about leaving the Denver station, 

I have ridden on all the fast trains of 
this country, including the New York 
Central and Hudson River lines, but this 
was the fastest short ride of all my exper- 
ience on any railroad. 

The question naturally arises in this 
connection, did I not run great risk of 
wrecking this train and bringing death 
and destruction to passengers and proper- 
ty? No; this was an emergency case, 
Had it been otherwise I would not have 
succeeded. I would not have attempted 
what I did. After filling the cab force 
with the desire to run this train to its 
maximum, I worked for an absolutely 
clear right-of-way and that no harm could 
possibly come to train or passengers. The 
same power that enabled me to set this 
engine throbbing and pulsating with its 
mightiest energy was no less avilable 
at my command to protect passengers and 
property. But should I attempt to use 
this power to “show off” or for any pur- 
pose other than in a legitimate or right- 
eous cause,it would'withdraw to the source 
whence it came,to remain in abeyance 
until such time as the physical part of 
me had learned its lesson aright. When 
the Divine power within man is perverted 
and made to respond to an unholy calling 
forth, the Soul immediately revolts and 
there is trouble all along the line. The 
avenues leading to this source of Infinite 
supply are closed and the physical com- 
mences its process of disintegrating. 

But these are all matters of growth and 
developinent. They are not miraculous 
gifts, possessed by some and witheld from 
others. Every human being possesses 
the same Divine power, the outward man- 
ifestation of which is governed and con- 


Conable’s Patb-Finder. 3 


trolled by our own methods of living and 
doing. We cannot express Divinity 
through an wiclean bedy any more than 
we can find regeneration throu :h the me- 
dium of an orthodox contribution box. 
The burning ambition of every man 
and woman should be to overcome every 
temptation of the flesh that obstructs 
growth and dwarfs the physical body. 
We often inecet with what appear to be 
reverses aud scenung sct-backs, but all 
such experiences tend upward ultimately 
and we finally garner a harvest of pure 


gold. 

The Golden Age is before us all. I 
get occasional glimpses of the Radiant 
Light and mighty Truths perceptible al 
ways to the Inner Self, and I know that 
Iam TRAVELING, but how fast? I often 
ask myself. When will my anxious cye 
focus the Luminous Goal? When will 


my outstretched hand touch the outer 
fastenings ? 


We shall see. 
mere, 


The Missionary Fake. 


THE past summer Reynold’s News- 
paper (London) gave a special correspon- 
dent full swing in the mattcr of English 
foreign missionary or,anizatious. The 
results of his investigations were interest- 
ing, to say the least. He found that the 
Church Missionary society (Church of 
Englaud ) has an annual incomeofalittle 
over $2,000,000. The collection of this 
money alone costs about $129,000; ad- 
ministration costs about £79,500; salaries 
to Ig clergymen as association secretaries 
amount to about $27,160. The London 
Missionary socicty has an income of about 
$750,840 yearly, while its foreign secre- 
tary, the Rev. M. Wardlaw Thompson, 
receives about $4,000 per annum, and 
others receive “proportionately large 
amounts.” The missionary income of 
the Wesleyan Methodists in 1899 amount- 
ed to $668,450, out of which four minis- 
terial secretaries received “large salaries ” 
in addition to extra charges for “ children, 
rent, rates, taxes, house bill, house re- 
pairs, and replacement of furniture, coals, 
gas, ete., ” amounting to about as much 
again. The Baptists in 1900 coliccted 

about $363,580 for foreign missions. 

In commenting upon his findings the 
special correspondent writes as follows: 

: 


“What are the results abroad? In 
India, with its population of 350,000,000, 
the number of converts made by the 
Church Missionary society, after more 
than a century's labor, is today 3,564, al 
though no fewer than 3,424 agents are at 
work. How many of these converts are 
genuine is a different matter. The above 
number includes the helpless children. 
In the year 1889-90 there was a gain of 
1,836, mostly the babes of converts. 
Thus it took two missionary agents anda 
sum of $113,000 to secure one ‘convert’ 
babe, or adult, in a year. What a farce! 
This ridiculous result, too, is a falling off 
on the previous year, ‘The other societies 
have even a more unsatisfactory record. 
Mr. W. S. Caine, M. P., on his recent re- 
turn from India, writing in the Birming- 
hain Daily Post, February 14, 1889, thus 
sums up his opinion of the attempt to 
‘Christianize’ India: ‘Educated India 
is looking for a religion, but turns its 
back on Christ and his teaching as pre- 
sented by the missionary. As far as turu- 
ing the young men they educate into 
Christians their (the missionaries’) fail- 
ure is complete and unmistakable.’ A 
writerin The Contemporary Review for 
February, 1888, gives his Indian exper- 
ience as follows: ‘Christianity has taken 
buta poor grip of Hindu India. Its vo- 
taries are nowhere really visible among 
the population. A traveler living in 
India for two years might leave it with- 
out full consciousness that any work of 
active proselytism was going on.’ 

“And the alleged converts? The 
Church Missionary Society for 1900 says: 
‘At present there is rather a low standard 
of Christian living.’ Itis the same story 
as was told some years ago by the Rev. 
Sidney Smith, that the native who bore 
the name of Christian was commonly 
nothing more than a drunken reprobate, 
who conceives himself at liberly to eat 
and drink anything he pleases, and annex 
hardly any other meaning to christian- 
ity.’ The London Missionary scciety in 
the 1896 Report (p. 186) asks subscribers 
‘not to despise the low ideas and motives 
with which they (the converts) come to 
us.’ And, again, on page 145: ‘A very 
large proportion who profess themselves 
Christians, and are baptized, are so very 
ignorant that great care and patience are 

required to make them intelligently ac- 
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quainted with the fundamental truths of 

christianity. ’ 

“ ‘In Ichang,’ writes Mr. Little, ‘the 
bibles that are distributed broadcast are 
largely used in the manufacture of boot 
soles,’ and, further, that no respectable 
Chinaman would admit a missionary into 
his house. In other parts of the country 
they (the bibles ) are employed to manu- 
facture papiermache tables. 

“ As to Africa one quotation may suf- 
fice. Sir H. H. Johnson, special commis- 
sioner for Uganda, anda man of many 
years’ expericnce in Africa, says in The 
Nineteenth Century, November, 1887: 

“ ‘It too often happens that, while the 
negro rapidly masters the rules and regu- 
lations of the Christian religion, he still 
continues to be gross, inunoral and de- 
ceitful. They (missionaries ) may have 
succeeded in turning their disciples into 
professing Catholics, Anglicans, or Bap- 
tists ; but the impartial observer is sur- 
prised to find that adultery, drunkeness 
and lying are more apparent among con- 
verts than among their heathen breth- 
wen, YY 

The quotations concerning English 
missionary work are made because the 
statistics are fresher than any American 

‘ones at hand. Uncle Sam has little, if 
anything, the best- of John Bull in this 
respect. Indeed, it is doubtful whether 
he can make as good showing. His 
preachers and teachers are‘not backed by 
as much of the pomp and circumstances 
of the military in the out-of-the-way 
places of the earth, and external show 
carrics weight. 

The life of a foreign missionary is by 
no means full of harrowing experiences 
and sacrifices for the Christian faith. A 
fair percentage of them live better than 
they would at home. Those converts 
huddling around them who fail to grasp 
the teachings make very good servants 
and thus the contrite missionary is ele- 
vated toa place of ease and sometimes 
elegance. The Indian, Chinaman or 
African who turns Christian is in many 
cases secking material rather than spirit- 
ual advancement, for the missionary is 
supposed to look after all his wants and 
protect him to the extent of calling on 
battleships and battalions from abroad. 
In consequence, he grows indolent, not 
alone that, but arrogant toward his for- 


mer friends and associates, and this is at 
the bottom of the outbreaks against 
missions. 
am 
A Word Political. 

I HAVE long been out of politics, never 
to return. My last to do prominently 
with politics was some years ago when 
the Democrats nominated ine a candidate 
for the Iowa State legislature. 1 was de- 
feated, the reason being that there were 
too many votes on the other side. This 
happens some times and I was not an ex- 
ception to the general rule. Some times 
again, it happens that some men are 
elected to office when the majority of the 
votes are on the opposing side; but this 
is when the candidate is either not 
known, has a big barrel or has never be- 
fore figured in politics. I was known, 
did not have a barrel and had frequently 
been in politics before, so there wasn't a 
ghost of a show for me. And 1 am 
mighty glad of it, for I was then trying 
to be an honest man. ` Honest men and 
professional politicians never sleep in the 
saine bed. There is an epitaph on a 
tombstone in one of the Eastern ceme- 
teries which reads: ‘Here lies a Demo- 
erat and an honest man.” A cruel wit 
present propounded the query: “ Why 
did they bury them both inthe same 
grave?” Sure enough, why did they? 
But they didn’t—not if the deceascd had 
long been in politics. Professional poli- 
tics and honesty will not only not slecp in 
the saine bed, but you cannot cven bury 
them in the sane grave. 

But I started out to say something 
else—something relating to the conduct 
of an Arkansas official. Recently the 
Governor of Indiana made a requisition 
upon the Governor of Arkansas for an es- 
capted criminal. After duly considering 
the matter, the newspaper dispatches 
state, the Governor of Arkansas declincd 
to honor the requisition until the Gover- 
nor of Indiana had honored the requisi- 
tion of the Governor of Kentucky for the 
return of ex-Licut.-Governor Taylor, an 
alleged fugative from justice from Ken- 
tucky. Now what has the Goverucr of 
Arkansas to do with this case anyway? 
No matter what the merits may be in the 
Kentucky case, does the Governor of Ar- 
kansas want adumiping ground made of his 
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State of all the criminals of Indiana? 

And this is Just what he is doing. Any 

criminal from Indiana can now find rc- 

fuge and protection from justice in Ar- 
kansas. 

It is just possible that the Governor of 
Arkansas did not fully realize what he 
was doing when he made this ruling, but 
just the same he is committing a grave 
offense against the law-abiding people of 
iis State. 

Indiana rapines and murderers are now 
protected in both Arkansas and Ken- 
tucky. Let us hope that none of the 
other Southern Governors will adopt so 
unwise and dangerous a policy. 

ee Pp, 
Shoes and Feathers. 

THERE are a lot of people who pretend 
to wish to live along lines leading to a 
better condition in life, but who are con- 
stantly searching for some excuse where- 
by they may goon in the old ruts. These 
people, in addition to trying to find ex- 
cuses for themselves whereby they may 
kill God’s creatures and feed upon the de- 
composed carcases of the same, are wont 
to pry into other folk’s business with the 
view of ascertaining if there is not some 
flagrant flaw or inconsistency in the 
methods of living of those who advocate 
the non-use of meat in the dietary of the 
tace. 

Ihave often been asked the question if 

I wear leather shose and sleep on feather 
pillows, and if so am I not encouraging 
the destruction of animal life by so do- 
ing? Accompanying every one of these 
queries, when read between thie lines, is 
the manifest desire on the part of the in- 
quirer to find some excuse, as before 
stated, for continuing to feed upon the 
disintegrating corpses of the dead. I 
have paid no attention to these questions 
up to this time. Not because I could not 
auswer them in the most consistent man- 
ner, but because of the character and ut- 
ter frivolity of them, and the apparent 
lack on the part of the questioner of an 
honest and earnest desire to seek the 
truth for truth’s sake, 

So far as the writer is concerned he has 
been long in search of foot apparel other 
than that made out of the hides of ani- 
mals. In a measure he has succeed, but 
not altogether, and because of this par- 


tial failure steps are now being taken to 

cither manufacture a line of shoes for 

gencral purposes that are composed whol- 

ly of material other than that produced 

by dead animals, or find some shoe fac- 
tory that will undertake to supply the de- 
mand. Some of the shoes worn by the 
writer are composed of canvas uppers and 
soled with rubber—such as are often used 
by athletes for walking and running pur- 
poses; but the aim is to be able to secure 
all kinds of foot wear that will take the 
place of that in general use at the present 
timc, to which end, as stated, efforts are 
being made on the part of the editor of 
THE PATH-FINDER. 

In regard to sleeping on feather pil- 
lows, much of the time I use no pillows 
at all, but when I do, I usea pillow com- 
posed of the best quality of cotton bat- 
ting. Itis about four inches thick and ex- 
tends clear across the head of my bed. 
Special pillow slips are made for these 
pillows. 

It is hoped that this statement will re- 
lieve the minds of our inquiring friends 
and they will now have time to go in 
search of some other bugaboo by which 
they can excuse themselves for not doing 
the right things. 

Either this or that the life exper- 
iences which come to them will be of 
such a nature as to lead them into the 
higher walks that are strangers to blood- 
shed even for food purposes. 

ere 

A Twenty-Seven Days’ Fast. 

A DENVER, Colo., reader of CONABLE’S 
PATH-FINDER sent us an interesting ac- 
count of a twenty-seven days’ fast she took 
in the spring, but in the rush of moving 
and other things the copy was lost sight 
of fora time. I had personally requested 
a statement of the results of this fast, so 
here apologize for its non-appearance un- 
til now. The statement simply shows 
what can be accomplished by any invalid 
who is endowed with a desire to be well 
and healthy. It matters not whether the 
personal demonstration that fasting will 
accomplish what this magazine claims 
that it will took place last spring or yes- 
terday. The evidence is just as conclu- 
sive. Fasting is a purifier in all stages 
of decomposition. The body that is filled 
with the elements that destroy is in a 
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state of decomposition as well as disinte- 
gration. There is but one sure way to 
purify the body and it doesn’t cost a red 
cent. The fever-stricken patient demon- 
strates to the world that his body is a mass 
of filth; otherwise there would be no 
fever. By the presence of the fever he 
tells the public in so many words that his 
body is so unclean and putrid that health 
is an impossibility. But he doesn’t yet 
fully realize that to be sick is a disgrace 
to him. When we go around with filth 
on the outer surface discernable to the 
vision of others, we are at once denomi- 
nated filthy creatures. Simply because 
the filth within us does not show on the 
surface to the eye, but manifests itself in 
diseased conditions in some form or other, 
is no less abhorrant and disgraceful. It 
is a great deal worse, for the effects are a 
thousand fold more harmful. 

One of these days mankind in general 
will learn that to advertise his filthy con- 
dition by being sick and ailing is abso- 
lutely disgraceful in its character and will 
then take steps to put on clean raiment, 
both inside and out. When this happy 
time comes the face of the earth will see 
no more doctors forever. 

Our friend writes under date of June as 
follows: 


EDGAR WALLACE CONABLE—DEAR SIR:—From 
April the 24th noon to May 22d noon I took no 
food, unless one lemonade would be called food. 

Hight years ago I told a dear old doctor I would 
pay an undertaker in preference to a physician. 
Last year I went to an osteopath at $25 per mouth. 
Heearned it. With spring came the old trouble in 
the back of my bean, neck, arms and hands—vyeins 
knotted, dark and swollen. I watched them come 
and go. I believed it pulmonary heart trouble. 
That is only guess work on my part, for I could 
not get any satisfaction from the doctors I asked. 
They probably thought that it would frighten 
me Pande Water did not agree with my neu- 
ralgic condition; hands too logy for needle work, 
which is my trade ; then I own a white elephant in 
Cripple Creek that would not pay expenses and 
which would get me into trouble had I applied to 
the County Commissioners for care, So you see, 
Mr. Klitor, there was nothing else for me to do. 

Dr. Tanner starved out rheumatism, which gave 
mea hint. From Mrs. Charlotte Lowman (dear 
old lady ) and Eugene V, Storrs, of Cripple Creek, 
Psponged all your works I could get. You will 
find that you have not profited financially by my 
renling, begging your pardon; so I set about my 
tusk to door die. É 

My weight at the outset of this fast was 137 
pounds; lost eight pounds the first two weeks. 
Watked every day from ten to thirty blocks and of- 
ten more, Bowels moved in ten days, The four- 
teenth day brought a discharge that showed there 
had been no house-cleaning fora long time. The 
third week Plaid arouul the louse for reasons that 
women will understand, but experienced little 
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trouble. The fourth week I lost oue pound. I | 
took long car rides, attended an evening's enter | 
tainment ou the 24th day. Attended one, two and 
sometimes three church services on Sundays. ‘Ten 
pounds in all was my loss in flesh during the en- 
tire fast. Right here let me say I don'tthink I lost 
one ounce of good flesh. ‘The clearing off of the | 
tongue was like water markson asand bank. My 
eyes suffered weakness and I thought my minl 
would give out first, for my body was in excellent 
condition. I used cocoanut oil for baths aud all the 
warm water I could drink. It was a surprise how 
delicious it tasted. Cold water would cramp me, 

I did not crave food, but the longing for entertain- 
ment I cannot describe. The trees were never so 
slow in putting forth their leaves. How I envied | 
the small boy at full length on the grass in the | 
park while I sat bolt upright until the cold forced 
me indoors. Driving I could think about it all í 
pleased. Leautiful things I wanted and all were 
out inthe sunshine. Could I have known an un- 
prejudiced physician to consult, 1 might be able to 
give you something worth the trouble. There were 
none and no five doilars to offer. 

Fasting is no hardship. The habit of killing 
time at the table three times a day (the only rest 
some peopletake ). Oh, the sleep. How can I 
ever forget it? My friends said that I would sleep 
my head off- I don’t know what they meant. 
Yes I do—such a head was nogool anywhere. | 

I have turned loose, so to speak, and told you all 
Icanthink of. My object in fasting was for per- 
sonal benefit and not for the public; but if you can 
glean anything from this that will be of benefit to 
others you are welcome to it. If not, it will only 
cost you a match to light it out of existence. 

Sincerely Yours, S. C. EWING. 


zren ' 
Richer Than Gold. | 


I RECEIVE hundreds of personal letters 
that Iam tempted to publish, but because 
of their persenal nature I knowthatall the 
readers of this magazine would not be in- 
terested, so I forego giving space to them 
on this account. ‘Chen again I receivea 
letter that I feel might strike the key- 
note of inspiration in the breast of some | 
one whio is loitering by the wayside and | 
who needs the assistance of this magazine 
to pull them out of the rut and put them 
squarely on their feet. Sucha letter I be- 
lieve to be the following from an esteemed | 
subscriber, Mr. Irvin Forsyth, of Hamil- 
ton, Neb. Mr. Forsyth writes: } 


MR. EDGAR WALLACE CONABLE,—Dear Sir:—I 
have been an earnest reader of your valuable paper 
ever since its birth and think more of you for the 
wonderful truths you have given me than if they , 
had been the richest gold mine in the Rocky 
Mountains, Now I am not trying to explode; I 
have passed that point and find that man is his own 
God and his own devil, and I have to get rid of the 
devil and become a living God just as soon as pos- 
sible. I shall patiently watch Path-Finder home 
and expect to see it turn out real Gods. For my 
part I expect to follow out the teachings of your 
Patit-FINDER as Closely as possible, and expect to 
grow from a pollywog to the highest type of man- 
hood ; and when I have reached the maximum of 
physical man I will thank Brother Conable for hav- 
ing shown me the way. 
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The Cure of Disease. 

THERE is a cure for every disease and 
ailment fesh is heir to., There isn’t the 
slightest doubt about this. ‘This state- 
ment has been proven true in the past and 
itis being proven true the world over to- 
day. But the remedy for diseased con- 
ditions does not lie in drugs. This theory 
has iong since been exploded. ‘There is 
nothing in drugs that has ever effected a 
cure permanently. No one knows this 
better than the doctors themselves. 

In the first place there is no rational 
reason why any one should ever be sick. 
Sickness, like eating, is a habit, not a 
necessity—the sort of eating most of us 
indulge in. It matters not if one has 
been given a puny, sickly body asa birth- 
right—handed down by parents dis- 
eased and deformed in body and mind— 
any person can overcome all negative and 
diseased conditions if only the right 
methods of living are adopted and main- 
tained. The process is simple and it 
costs nothing. But, as we have often 
stated in these columns, the great major- 
ity of the human race would prefer sick- 
ness and diseased conditions rather than 
miss a meal or refrain from filling their 
skins full of decompcsed food. All flesh 
is in a state of disintegration from thie 
moment animate life ceases. It is also 
in a state of decomposition from that mo- 
ment. Any food that is in a state of de- 
composition when taken into the stomach 
is only temporarily stimulating. It aids 
only in the growth and construction of 
cells and tissues that will commence the 
process of disintegration early in life; or 
rather, that will cause the whole phsical 
structure to disintegrate prematurely. 

Since the advocacy through the 

columns of this inagazine of the general 
use of uncooked foods as man’s natural 
dietary, there have been many experi- 
ments made by thousands of interested 
persons—those interested in coming into 
possession of improved health conditions. 
1 know of many doctors, so-called, that 
have adopted my ideas along these lines 
and they are eliminating all forms of dis- 
ease. Not only this, but they are pre- 
veuting disease. 

l was quite amused, recently, to read a 
paragraph, quoted elsewhere, from the 
New York Sua. A year ago this idea 
would have been howled down by the 


cutire medical fraternity. But it remain- 
cd for non-professionals to discover that 
uncooked foods would not only cure 
disease, but prevent disease in every and 
any form—after once the system has been 
thoroughly cleansed by periods of abste- 
nance trom focd of any kind. Like the 
great Cripple Creek gold camp in Colora- 
do—the richest gold camp in the world of 
its size. All the expert minerologists in 
the country turned it down. They said 
the rock was absolutely barren so far as 
gold was concerned. But the prospector 
went ahead just the same and now the 
cutput from this little camp, six miles 
square (and the half of it has not yet been 
prospected), is $25,000,000 annually. 
One noted English expert (?) was shown 
some rock not so very long ago that 
caine out of one of the mines in Colorado, 
He was asked to pass his opinion on it. 
There was free cold running all through 
it. ‘That is copper you see in this rock,” 
was the reply. But the owner of the 
specimen insisted that the expert was 
mistaken; that it was all, gold. “No,” 
said the Englishman; “I am a specialist 
in this line. Iama graduate from the 
technical schools in my country and I 
know gold from copper.” “This being 
the case,” was the reply, “I wish you 
would not say anything about it for I 
have been selling this rock to the Denver 
smelters for two years for gold and I 
would not like them to discover the mis- 
take.” 

So it is the world over—the layman, so 
to speak, has been the discoverer of all 
that has been worth finding out up to the 
present time. Even in the face of the 
facts, you will fnd some physicians today 
who will tell you the doctors did not kill 
McKinley by feeding him too soon. But 
the world at large knows that this is true. 
And sce how they bored holes through 
the whole internal anatomy of poor Gar- 
field, looking fer the bullet that didn’t 
kill, any one of which would have caused 
death to the victim. 

Here is the paragraph from the Sux: 

U. S. Sailors sent to the Government hospitals at 
Forts Buford and Stanton are being cured of con- 
sumption by use of uncooked food intelligently 
prescribed, Practically the same thing occurs at 
the great Vanderbilt hospital in New York City, 
where hundreds of people believed to have con- 
sumption, or mal-assimilation, are being cured by 


having uncooked or natural food administered es 
them as medicine. One poor woman unable to sit 
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upin bed—thought to have been dying of tuber- 
culosis—gained 4% Ibs. in 5 days after this treat- 
ment commenced.—New York Sun. 


These Vanderbilt hospital physicians 
will, in due tine, if they get a real fast 
move on themselves, discover that the 
“medicine” in the shape of uncooked 
food with which they are curing con- 
sumptives, will, “if properly administer- 
ed,” also prevent consumption and all 
other forms of disease. Then it will be 
given out to the world that a new, great 
discovery in medical science has been 
made by the famous (?) Dr. Half-Century 
Behind-the-Times. And the world will 
be startled—that is, the fool part of it. 
You can startle afoolany tine. The wise 
man is never surprised. He knows that 
all things are possible. 

The editor of CONABLE’S PATH-FINDER 
and his co-workers are here in Arkansas 
to grow the things that will not only cure 
every form of disease, but that will pre- 
veut disease in every form that is likely 
to afflict the race. They propose to grow 
fruits and nuts in abundance, and can 
many fruits in an uncooked state so that 
they may be utilized just as they grow 
from the trees and bushes, that they may 
retain their natural vibratory life-giving 
properties. 

But it is not expected that every one 
will drop right into the uncooked food 
dietary without preparation. It is largely 
a matter of educating the taste and chang- 
ing the demands of the organs of the 
stomach, etc., from the largely purely 
stimulating foods to the Zve foods—food 
that coustruct live cells and tissues—cells 
that will not disintegrate except in the 
presence of physical abuses. 

At first the organs of the stomach and 
body will demand the things they have 
been accustomed to and the "cooked 
foods, on this account, will appear to be 
less satisfying; so, as I say, the changing 
from the old, deadening ways to the new 
living methods of food supply is largely 
a question of education. But when once 
the change is effected there is rejoicing 
all along the line. There is no stuffy, 
deadening, sleepy sensation at the close 
of each meal. You feel full of life, vigor 
and such vitality existent within every 
atom of the body as never before mani- 
fested itself. You are making yourself 
anew—every part and parcel of the whole 
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physical structure—and there is gladness 
and sunshine everywhere. You feel as 
though you never could be sick again, 
and you cannot—not if you keep up the 
good work, 

Another thing I came near forgetting 
that an uncooked dietry is responsible for: 
It builds alike in every departinent of 
man a' desire to live a clean, pure life, 
Meat, as all know who have given any 
thought to the subject—or animal pro. 
ducts in any form—feeds the lower desires | 
of man abnormally. Sex excesses, and 
consequently a dwarfed and degenerate 
progeny, are directly traceable to the | 
meat habit. Drunkenness and all other 
vile habits and practices owe their origin 
alike to the product of the slaughter pen, 
No human being can be clean internally 
who eats meat. This is one of the 1mpos- 
sibilities. 

Therefore knowing personally of the life. | 
restoring principles of a raw food dictary, 
saying nothing about the moral effects it 
has upon the race, I am impressed at this 
time to rise up on mv hind fect and con- 
gratulate the Vanderbilt hospital manage- 
ment, and all others who are displacing 
mere theory with facts, and I extend the 
hand of welcome to these gerelects with 
the same warmth that I would had they 
spent a whole lifetime in the cause of 
suffering humanity instead of filling 
cemeteries and erecting tombstones as 
monuments to their long exploded theo- 


ries. 


RRR 
The Rattler. 


A SUBSCRIBER wants to know what I 
will do with the twelve-foot Diamond 
rattle-snake, one of which he encountered 
at one time not so very distant from Path- 
Finder Park? i 

Were I living on the same plane as the 
twelve-foot Diamond rattle-snake I would 
take mighty good care to get. out of its 
way as speedily as possible. Should the 
snake ambush ine I would fight until one 
or the other of us came off conqueror. 

But people who are not carnivorous 
food eaters do not attract the carnivorous, 
provided they have once thoroughly 
cleansed themselves and reconstructed 
the body on lines in harmony with the de- 
signs of Nature. But the rattler always 
tells you of his presence by the vigorous 
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shake of its tail. It does not wish to 
harm any one. It simply wishes to be 

left alone. Nature has proviacd it with 
the warning signal as a means of self-pro- 
tection and self-preservation. Life is as 
dear to the rattler as it is to any other 
creature on earth—inan or beast—hence 
it warns man, the suppcsedly superior 
animal, to keep at a respectable distance. 
The rattler does not raise its warning 
signal when it is looking for something 
to devour. It coils up and remains per- 
fectly quiet when anything in the shape 
of food approaches it. Then it gives a 
mighty spring on its victim and destroys 
it by the process of constriction, if pos- 
sible; if not possible in this manner, then 
the poisonous fangs are brought into re- 
quisition. 

One of the aims of Path-Finder Park 
is to so reconstruct all its inmates that 
they will not only not attract the poison- 
ous rattler, but that they may rid them- 
selvesof negative surroundings and con- 
ditions of every character. 

The Divine life within man and that 
within the rattle snake, or any other so- 
called reptile, is never at war with each 
other. There is perfect harmony between 
these forces. Itis only the animal physi- 
cal that wants to destroy—tlic stronger 
destroy the weaker. But this spirit of 
destruction wou'd not exist except for 
man’s depraved methods of living. Na- 
turally man is in perfect harmony with 
every living thing and it is intended that 
he should protect the weaker wherever 
found; but this long perverted appetite 
has got the best of him and consequently 
obstructed the channels leading to the 
Higher Self, which is God in man, and 
he wants to kill his neighbor and every- 

| thing else in sight when the carniverous 
part of him has been aroused. 
There will be no wars and no pestilence 
when man ceases to be carnivorous. No 
war-was ever instigated or prosecuted ex- 
| cept by the “christian” meat-eater. The 
blood-thirsty war instigators of the present 
moment, throughout every “civilized” 
country, are ‘‘christian’’ meat-eaters. 
The carnivorous huiman animal poses as 
the “civilizer” of the world, but in reality 
‘he is the peace destroyer and the red- 
handed assassin of his fellow-man. 

Clean up, men and women—all of you 
| —and stay clean. , Cease to feed upon the 


blood of God’s precious creatures. Lower 
the weapons of murder and destruction 
you fondle so carressingly. Plug the 
port-holes in the huge battle ships whose 
yawning mouths have been stretched to 
the utmost limits in response to the hypo- 
critical shouts from a “christian” pulpit 
and populace, that the “civilizing” in- 
fluences of a “christian” people may be 
extended to the remotest corners of the 
eerth and—the name of the Nazarene 
perpetuatad. 

Did I say hypocritical? Yes, a thous- 
and times yes; for hypocricy may be seen 
oozing from every pore of every great (?) 
teacher in latter-day christendom. 

But there is going to be a day of reckon- 
ing—a day of house cleanirg in every 
human anatomy. There is not only go- 
ing to be, but the day is now at hand—at 
this very moment. The holocaust, the 
overland limited, the tidal wave and the 
volcanic purgings have taken a hand in 
the business, and those who decline to 
clean up themselves are being given a 
“ back seat” on Death’s Throne, there to 
remain until Gabriel has received in- 
structions to cease tooting his dismal fog- 
horn and exchange it for a golden-lined 
E flat cornet. The “angels” that can be 
aroused only by the tooting of a foghorn 
will require further purging. The real 
Path-Finder’s auditory nerve is attuned 
to something better than rag-time. 

So, my friend with Diamond rattlers 
in your boots, get a move on yourself and 
listen; /7s¢ex for the sweetest music of 
which the Soul can possibly conceive. 
Listen for the Magic Voice that speaks 
only in the language of the Spheres. 
Any one who cares to can hear this Voice 
and understand it, for there is no mixture 
of brogue or dialect. It comes neither in 
Sanscrit nor hog-latin, hence the 
“church” will never be called upon to 
make revisions or reconstruct the Great 
Author. But this voice will not tell you 
to be on the lookout for snakes, or bull- 
frogs or centipedes lest you be consumed. 
It will tell you simply that the Divine 
Spark of Eternal Life is alike invested in 
every created thing, animate and inani- 
mate; that there is one mighty Spiritual 
Center, resembling a huge Solar Plexus, 
inconceivable in its magnitude, whose 
billions of trillions of meandering Nerves 
carry Spiritual Life to all that Is, Has 
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Been and ever Will Be, and that there is 
nothing existent that is not connected 
directly with this Infinite Solar Plexus; 
hence all Creation is One, Inseparable 
and Everlasting. 

And when we attract a canker to the 
great Nerve which fills our Souls with 
vital life and eternal energy, then it is 
that we pay the penalty for remaining 
persistently ignorant. We see and fear 
uot only Diamond rattle-snakes, but all 
other kinds, and in our fear we hasten to 
take life, not thinking or caring, for the 
moment, if we do sever a connecting link 
with the Great Infinite. We are foolish 
enough to believe that we can weld this 
Life-chain at will. 

But we have made a mistake. 

RRR 

Is Raw Starch Indigestible? 

A GREAT deal is just now being said by 
the venders of cooked cereals and some 
others who are trying to expound on the 
uncooked food proposition—trying to ex- 
cuse themselves and their friends for 
sticking to the deadening meat-eating 
habit. A friend in California writes CoN- , 
ABLE’S PATH-FINDER asking, “Is raw 
starch indigestible?” the query being the 
outgrowth of the claim that the starch in 
raw cereals cannot be digested; that the 
starch in all foods has to be converted in- 
to sugar before it can be digested and as- 
similated. 

Now this questioner need not appeal to 
me or any alleged food expert to prove 
the utter fallacy of this statement. He 
can demonstrate its incorrectness himself, 
as can every one whio cares to try the ex- 
periment. 

It is a well understood proposition that 
all foods should be thoroughly masti- 
cated. But a small percentage of any- 
thing we eat can be properly digested in 
the absence of proper mastication. One 
of the beauties of the uncooked cereals is 
that one is forced to thoroughly masticate 
it before it is carried into the stomach. 
‘The starch in uncooked cereals, improper- 
ly masticated, will xo? digest; but when 
properly imasticated the starch is convert- 
ed into what is called dextrin, a sweet 
substance, making it easy of digestion and 
assimilation. 

Now to test the accuracy of this state- 
ment, take a quantity of uncooked cereal 
and chew it—chew it thoroughly—-not 
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merely with the Gladstonian thirty-two 
chews—but chew it so thoroughly that it 
becomes /zgutd in the mouth. Gradually 
there will be a change in the taste of the 
food. You will notice a sweet taste, 
This food is now in readiness to be con- 
veyed into the stomach. The persistent 
mixture of saliva with it has converted 
the cereal into dextrin and it at once be. 
comcs one of the most healthful, strength. 
ening and vitalizing foods that one can 
eat. It isa zatural food. To cook the 
food first destroys the vital, life-giving 
energy put into it by the Sun and no pro- 
cess of mixture or pre-digestion can re- 
store it to its original state or make of it 
a natural food for man. 

Now I have no raw foods to sell; I 
have no cooked foods to sell, so I ain not 
talking through my hat for commercial 
purposes. 

Uncooked food is the natural food of 
the human race. Diseases in every form 
are being eliminated by its use. A thing 
that will cure disease will prevent it, and 
a thing that will prevent disease cannot 
be far out of the way as man’s natural 
dietary. It resolves itself into a simple, 
common-sense proposition—one that can 
be demonstrated by any one who cares to 
make the experiment. 

The cooked fond venders are just now 
having their day of it—their harvest is 
abundant. But I do not wish it under- 
stood that I belittle any effort on the part 
of any one to put out pure foods on the 
market in place of the miserable adulter- 
ations that have so long been so conspicu- 
ous. These efforts operate as stepping 
stones to better waysand better conditions. 
They arean improvement on old methods. 
They operate as eye-openers to still great- 
er possibilities along the lines of growth 
and improved physical conditions. 

Neither do I contend that my teachings 
are the beginning and the end as they re- 
late to uncooked foods. ‘They are also 
simply stepping stones to higher con- 
ditions in life. But they are long steps, 
as any one will discover who is persuaded 
to undertake the ascent. Thev will place 
every one in the first row of the balcony 
where the vision may feast upon the 
glorious spectacular scencs in the great 
drama of life. 

The tragicenactments are the exclusive 
property of the pit occupants. 
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SHORT PATHS. 

Recently I heard of the shooting, near here, of a 

blessed little spotted baby deer that had been made 

motherless by the same fiendish process. But the 

law of compensation, whichis the law of retribu- 

tion, is inexorable. On this thought I feast my 
Soul. 


There seems to be great rejoicing in the camp of 
the Path-Finders. The January number of this 
magazine seems to have found a multitude of warm 
hearts, Now, friends, help toswell your numbers 
to tensof thousands and there will be health and 
opulence measured accordingly. 


The Church everywhere endorses our no-whisky 

. creed, but it revels in the product of the slaughter 

morgues. Meat makes whisky drinkers, tobacco 

users and lusters in every form. Hence the steady 

disintegration of the Church. The Lord's Prayer 

and pickled pig’s feet will not assimilate in the same 
anatomy. 


A flock of beautiful wild turkeys recently spent 
several days in one of the orchards and woods near 
hy. Did they come as a temptation or did they 
know that their necks would be spared on Path- 
Finder Park during the holiday stuffing season? 
These turkeys might have stayed hcre throughout 
all time had they so desired. 


Some where, at some time in this magazine, you 
will find the path that will lead you out of the wil- 
derness of dark despair into the radiant valley of 
realized hopes. It may not be in a month; it may 
not be ina year, but it will come, and often when 
leist expected. Tell yonr friends who are in il 
health and are filled with trouble about CONABLE'S 
PaTH-FINDUR. You will be spreading a saving 
gospel. 

The beautiful crested red birds, absent a couple 
of months, are again with us. The gorgeous attire 
of these birds (the males) is something wonderful. 
The female is less conspicuous in her raiment, but 
no less proud. Think of a woman decorating her 
honnet with the wings of these feathered beauties! 
When I see a woman with bird's feathers or wings 
on her hat I know that there is something the mat- 
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ter with her. I know that she will have to be born 
again before she will be sufficiently worthy to be 
called woman. 

Recently I encountered a young man about twen- 
ty years of age witha double-barrelled shot-gun, 
three boys ranging from nine to fourteen years,and 
two dogs (ages immaterial), the whole outfit, with 
gun and stones, trying to dislodge one poor,innocent 
little squirrel that had found temporary refuge in 
the branches of a stalwart oak. I asked the young 
man not to shoot on the premises and he said he 
wouldn't. I believe he has kept his word. I have 
a mighty good opinion of the young man who vat. 
ues his personal obligation. 

The summer houses for all-the-year-round pur- 
poses in northern Arkansas area mistake. The la- 
mented Bill Nye said that his doctors advised him 
to go to North Carolina for his health and live in 
the open air. He took their advice, rented a North 
Carolina house and lived inthe open air. He 
might have done the same thing down here. We 
are running seven stoves in one house, some of 
them night and day, and we may have to add a few 
more. The average Arkansas house isa summer 
resort in the winter and an open box car in the 
summer. 


It is with profound sorrow that the editor of this 
magazine learns of the bereavement which recently 
came to the family of his esteemed friend and val- 
ued contributor to these pages, J. Stitt Wilson, at 
Berkeley, Cal. Death stole away with his little 
baby boy. There were three beautiful young daugh- 
ters in this home and when the little boy came 
there was great rejoicing throughout the entire 
household. Now there are grief-stricken hearts 
around the vacant cradle where slept little J. Stitt, 
Jr. But inthe midst of this great sorrow there 
comes a fresh inspiration to the father to unfold 
greater truths in his sublime messages to the peo- 
ple. We all need lessons, but some of them come 
to us saddened and tear-stained. 


Our esteemed ‘‘ Hoosier Paths"’ contributor, Dr 
Snoke of Indianapolis, repcrts the mishap of a 
broken leg. Just how and under what circum- 
stances the doctor does not state ; but as this expert 
physician and surgeon is living, teaching and prac- 
ticing the same doctrine promulgated by this mag- 
azine, he is certain to have two whole legs and a 
whole body in short order. By the way Dr. Snoke 
recently reported the advent of a little new baby 
girl at his home. Some months ago our esteemed 
associate, Colonel P. P. Brannon of Central Amer- 
ica, reported a similar addition to data for the cen- 
sus bureau. May these little luminous rays of an- 
imate sunshine quicken the heart throbs in every 

parental breast and live to exemplify all the aspira- 


tions which dominated at their coming. I fairly 
adore little baby girls. I often love rosy-cheeked 
girls in their teens, and some times I like mature 
women when the silver nestles among the gold. 
My mother was a woman, therefore I may be ex- 
cused for opening my heart in moderation to the 
sex. 


Dead Yesterdays. 


(THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.) 


By ERRANTE. ` 


` CHAPTER II. 


I CARRIED the little one to the fire where 
the dead and wounded were being dragg- 
ed forth, and a bustling sweet-faced old 
lady, one of the uninjured passengers, who 
seemed to have become the guiding spirit 
of relief personified, deftly re-wrapped the 
little tot in a dry overcoat, obtained, the 
Lord knows where, and shoving the bun- 
dle into my arms said: “Quick, young- 
ster! run along after the rest of ’em to 
the house over there and give the little 

-darling to the first woman you meet. 
Quick about it now and don’t fall down. 
And in obedience I hurried off after the 
staggering line of wounded to a near-by 
farm house that was already fast becom- 
ing a crowded hospital. As I entered the 
kitchen in search of heat for myself and 
charge I was greeted with shrieks of “My 
child, my child, I will have my child,” 
etc., from the lips of a frenzied woman 
struggling in the arms of a tall distin- 
guished looking gentleman who, with the 
assistance of a half dozen passengers, was 
trying to passify her, and as she was look- 
ing and yelling directly at me as I enter- 
ed, I took it that she suspected me of 
wanting to steal the baby, and answered, 
“Take your baby; I don’t want it. I 
found it in the river aud am hunting 
around for somebody to give itto.” But 
before I had finished speaking half a 
dozen hands had grabbed the child; it had 
been unwrapped. The mother—for it 
was the child's imother—had seen it, 
loosened up a couple of yells that double 
discounted her anterior performance, wd 
had fallen stiffening and kicking intothe 
tall gentleman's arms. As it was not my 
funeral, and as nobo-ly seemed to pay any 
attention to me, or my pitable condition, 
which was more than uncomfortable, I 
undressed as complete y as practicable in 
the presence of ladies, distributed my 
clothing for drying as advantageously as 
possible, and Jay down on the polished 
kitchen floor by the stove to thaw out and 


sleep while the drying-out process wasin 
progress. 

I was so fagged out, footsore and sleepy 
that I almost envied the dead victims of 
the disaster; but the continued hurried 
coming and going of the wounded and the 
pandemonium of unorganized assistance 
being rendered by everybody able to lim» 
around, was too much even for the drow- 
siness that was wrestling with me and I 
lay for a long time enjoying the heat and 
listening to the general hub-bub. 

“Bring hot water, quick! Tear up an- 
other sheet! Soap! soap! who's got the 
soa»? Hurry up with a cup of tea! 
Bandages! Jim’s dead! ` More bandages! 
Who's got a needle and thread? Whisky! 
Whisky! Hot water! Soap! Soap! Ev- 
erybody yelling at once; everybody 
flustered and excited; half of them 
dancing around most of the time on one 
foot, interfering with those of common 
sense enough to be useful, and the tramp, 
tramp, tramp in the second story and up 
and down stairs, beating time to the gener- 
al hum that,gradually growing indistinct 
—I dreamed—that I was at home again 
with “those boys” and our school-girl 
friends, playing “button, button, who's 
got the button?” 

I don't know how long I had been 
asleep when a gentleman of the agri- 
cultural persuasion came in and threw an 
able-bodied arinful of stove wood on top 
of me—for the kitchen was without light 
the most of the time—and said, ‘Scuse 
me, youngster.” Then another gentle- 
man of the same perstiasion came in 
about the time I was again forgetting my 
troubles and, after wiping his c whide 
boots on my stomach, said, “ Sense ime, 
youngster.” And he was followed by the 
lady of the house who, after scalding me 
with about a quart of boiling water said, 
“ Scuse ine, youngster,” And then I got 
up aud dressing myself said mentally, 
Seuse me, but I guess Pli go back to the 
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wreck and see if I can’t get killed accord- 
ing to Hoyle; and back I went stiff and 
sore and bitterly disappointed that neither 
the father nor the mother of the little tot 
I had saved from the river had even 
thanked me. I had lost my cap in the 
Delaware and my little bundle of clean 
linen had gone up in smoke with the 
smoking car, and, to add to my predica- 
ment, some one had walked off with my 
overcoat and mittens from the farm house 
kitchen, where, to add more to my misery, 
one of my boots had been badly burned 
in drying and I was next door to bare 
footed. / 

Parts of the cars were still smouldering 
and several bonfires had been built for the 
accomodation of the workers and for light. 
The air was heavy with the stench of 
roasted flesh and rows of dead, or parts 
of dead bodies, burnt out ofall semblance 
to humanity, were laid, covered and un- 
covered, along the track awaiting the 
coroner. 

When I saw the great battered engine 
aud tank on its side, half in and half out 
of the water, and the train inen digging 
about it in the frozen earth in response to 
the moans of a crushed comrade, I could 
not help looking up to the star-lit sky 
and telling God that He ought to be 
ashained of Himself. Has He no con- 
science? was my angry boyish query to 
my Ego. 

The wrecking trains arrived with the 
doctors, medicines, provisions, blankets 
and the usual paraphernalia, and those of 
the wounded considered worth moving 
were put on one of them with the un- 
injured, myself among the number (iny 
old lady friend having found a cap for 
me), and we started for Port Jervis. It 
was now daylight and on the train I 
found my thankless family again and the 
lady, who seemed exceedingly nervous, 
on recognizing me threw her arms about 
my neck, loosened up one of her liveliest 
shrieks and went into hysterics witlr a 
promptness of an expert at the business. 

There are a number of things in this 
old world of ours that rattl> me badly; 
but I think if I had choice I would pre- 
fer running up against a Gatling gun to 
holding au hysterical woman, and its 
been iny luck all iny life to stcer inyself 
in their direction if there’s any of ‘em 
within forty miles of me. They seem to 


store up fits and wait until I come along, 
and I don’t seem to learn anything about 
fits by experience. I tried to make a 
sneak, but the lady’s husband, pretty 
near hysterical himself, shoved the baby 
into my arms, shouting, “ For the Lord’s 
sake, don't go away again; she has been 
hunting for you everywhere; she will go 
crazy if we lose you again.” I thought 
she wouldn’t have far to go, and when 
she finished kicking and stretching her- 
self she cried and slobbered over me as if 
I were a long lost brother, and not only 
that, but insisted on stuffing my pockets 
full of greenbacks. 

I was bewildered. It was my first ex- 
perience with a female crank, and when 
I caught the husband alone I handed him 
the big wad of bills, remarking that his 
wife would probably miss them when she 
came to her senses; but, to my astonish- 
ment, he laughingly forced them on me, 
charging me not to separate from them 
again as he wished me to accompany 
them to New York, for I had told him I 
was a runaway, in search of work and 
incidentally wanted to see the world. 

I was dazed at such generosity. I had 
never dreamed of being the owner of 
such enormous wealth—forty-six dollars 
—at such short notice, and immediately 
began investing it mentally in boots, in 
an overcoat and underclothing. I felt like 
a king, 

The man who invented the rheumatic 
old saw, “money is the root of all evil,” 
was either a combination hypocrite and 
liar, trying to bunco some one out of their 
cash, or a victim of Paresis. It is not, 
nor has it ever been anything of the kind. 
On the contrary it has ever been the lock, 
stock and barrel of human felicity 
on this whirling chunk of dirt we cling 
to and ever will be until man has solved 
the ultimate Mystery of Nature. It’s the 
original Balm of Gilead; the Elixir of 
Perennial Youth; the Magic Charm of 
up-to-date modern Love, and the Lubri- 
cant of the ways to launch to Senatorial 
honors men whoshould be cooking coffee 
for cow-punchers, 

Would you enjoy the thrill of its mys- 
terious magic power? Step down on the 
next corner and hand a quarter to the first 
poor devil who asks for one. Hand it to 
him like a man, with no mental reserva- 
tions or puritanical advice, and make him 
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feel as if he were under no obligations for 
it. Don’t tell him that able-bodied men 
should earn their quarters, but just hit 
him a brotherly slap on the back. Wish 
him all kinds of good luck; but wish it 
for him from your heart. Hand him the 
coin and tell him to go and fill upon five 
cent red whisky, or clam chowder, ju-t as 
he d—n pleases, and then crawl inside 
of yourself and listen. A tea-party of 
angels will be awaiting your arrival and 
your Soul will hear the music of the 
spheres, and the song birds, at the anti- 
podes, chanting peans of praise, in perfect 
diapason to the God who loaned you the 
quarter. And smiling Nature will bend 
over and kiss you for pure joy; but re- 
member the foregoing recipe won’t work 
if anybody but yourself gets on to what 
youareat. Try it. It’s a cheap experi- 
ment in Occult science, and you may 
make a gentleman of some unfortunate 
brother who has lost faith in human na- 
ture, but if you don’t, you will be dead 
sure to make a gentleman of yourself. 
And when you feel yourself a gentleman 
you will not envy the Divine Right of 
President Baer & Co. to cinch the under- 
ground public wealth of the Sovereign 
State of Pennsylvania and sock up the 
price of coal in the name of Jesus. 


When I boarded: that:train with less 
than four dollars in my pocket, nursing a 
burnt boot and wondering what I was to 
_ do for an overcoat, footwear and cap— 
the one I wore neither fitted nor suited 
ine, having belonged to one of the killed 
and I was in dread lest he should catch 
me alone somewhere in the dark and take 
it away from me—the world seemed any- 
thing but pleasant and almost any kind 
of a mess of pottage would have bought 
meat a dead loss,but when I counted over 
my enormous wad of greenbacks, and 
realized that they were mine, all mine, 
the President of the Erie, could he have 
analytically compared feelings with me, 
would have thought himself mighty small 
potatoes, for [ was at the portal of life, 
healthy and hopeful, and oh, how the 
jolly rolicking laughs seemed strugglin: 
to get at ine from out every little inci- 
dent of my surroundings. Even the hvs- 
teria of my benefactress seemed to take 
on an assortment of laughable phases and 
I scemed to see comical, elfish eyes peep- 


ing at me through the tears of the many 
mourning passengers. 

I was supremely contented with my- 
self and the world in general; stiffness, 
soreness and drowsiness to the contrary 
notwithstanding, and I felt that I had 
ample reason to be. What boy of my 
age would not have felt the same? I had 
started out the world on seeing bent and 
here I was, inside of forty-eight hours, 
scarcely a hundred miles from home, 
flung to plutocracy mhurt, through the 
biggest railroad smash uponrecord. Any 
boy who would have desired a livelier 
start would have to be of an abnorinal 
ambition. No, I wassatisfied and proud. 
Gracious! wouldn’t the eyes of “those 
boys” bulge if I should only go back and 
tell them about iny experience? But I 
couldn’t go back forthe girls—confound 
them—would laugh at me and say I wasa 
homesick milk sop, on the one hand, and 
my father would whale the life out of me 
onthe other. I was in for it and would see 
the circus to a finish. 

At Port Jervis where we staid several 
days to quiet the nerves of Mrs. Bar- 
croft—the lady’s name—her husband— 
Mr. Bancroft—bought me a complete out- 
fit, including a trunk, overcoat, fur gloves, 
collar and cap of the finest otter, lamb’s- 
wool underwear, boots and rubber over- 
shoes, seeming displeased at finding so 
little that suited him to buy forme. And 
Imide up my mind that I had accidentally 
steered myself up against my old and es- 
teemed friend, Mr. Alladin in disguise, for 
I noticed that he would buy a lot of truck, 
the more expensive the better he would 
seem to like it and then instead of paying 
for it he would takea little book out of his 
pocket, scribble in it, tear out a leaf and 
hand it to the shop keeper, who would gct 
excited, make hima present of a handful 
of bills and yell, “ Here, John, take these 
goods over to Mr. Bancroft’s hotel im- 
mediately,” and then he would bow us 
ont with fawning servility. It was the 
first of those little magic books I had ever 
seen and I wrote “those boys” that our old 
friend Alladin and myself were chums 
and that he had traded the lamp for alittle 
book, as it was easier to pack about. 

The baby's nurse and another of the 
Bancroft servants were killed in the 
wreck and Mr. Bancroft and myself were 
assigned the vacant positions owing to 
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the difficulty of obtaining suitable ser- 
vants at Port Jervis. In consequence on 
the train to New York the care of the 
baby fell almost entirely to me, as its 
mother had contracted the habit of enjoy- 
ing a fit every time the whistle was 
blown for brakes or crossings, and Mr. 
Bancroft was having a pretty unhandy 
time of it trying to hold her from falling 
apart. But with the aid of a bottle 
rigged up for me by one of the lady 
passengers, I won general approval as 
both wet and dry nurse, for the little 
blue-eyed bundle of pink humanitv seemed 
to take to me from the start and would 
quit yelling and would applaud with 
dove-like ‘‘ah-goos” every time I started 
to tell her of the delights of ‘three-old- 
cat,” base ball or racket. 

At the ferry a coupe that took my 
breath away it was so elegant, awaited 
us in which we dashed into the roar and 
grind of the great city, to be set down 
before a brown stone mansion on sparsely 
settle Fifth avenue. Oh, what a palace 
it was inside. Not a bit of “rag carpet” 
anywhere, and “parlor carpet” all over 
theestablishment. Rugs, pictures, chan- 
deliers, silver ware, glass, marble, velvet 
chairs and sofas, enormous pier glasses, 
and—a billiard table! What would 
“those boys’? say when they got my let- 
ter describing it all? Would they be- 
lieve me? 

Mrs. Bancroft was continually question- 
ing me in past, present and future tense, 
and I was a bit inquisitive myself. Was 
I really a Catholic? Who taught me 
German and Latin? Were my people 
really Irish? Why did I run away from 
home? What was my right name? etc., 
etc. And she delighted in having me 
repeat the “ Confiteor Deo,” the Lord’s 
Prayer and the “ Ava Marie” in Latin 
for the benefit of her visitors. She was 
continually buying me clothing and books 
and was so continually dragging me 
about, visiting with her, embracing every 
opportunity on such occasions to make 
me display my varied accomplishments, 
that I imagine she must have looked up- 
on ine as a sort of pet monkey, but I was 
very happy and very much in love with 
iny sweet-faced benefactress, for I could 

hardly formulate a wish before it was 
gratified. 


At times when Mrs. Bancroft wearied 


me with questions I would turn the tables 
on her, very much to Mr. Bancroft’s 
amusement, by asking a few questions 
myself. Where did Mr. Bancroft get the 
magic book? Why did she keep so many 
servants? Did she like boys? For if 
she did I had four chums who would 
come by next train if she wanted ’em. 
Where did they make the heat that came 
out of the walls and floors? Did she 
wear flannels? Did her corns hurt? etc., 
etc.; and then she would say, “ What a pe- 
culiar boy, John!” and her husband 
would answer between roars of laughter, 
“Very peculiai1, Mary; very peculiar.” I 
was always saying something that seemed 
peculiar to Mrs. Bancroft and her exten- 
sive circle of lady friends, of which I be- 
came at once the admired center. I was 
country bred, te them a novelty. 

‘The boys on the pier, which I frequent- 
ed at every opportunity I had of giving 
the slip to James, a red-headed Belfast 
German with whom I was sent to the 
park daily to play with the goody-goody 
boys, began by calling me the “Jersey 
Swamp Robin,” and ended by dignifying 
me with the title of the “ Hully Terror,” 
for I licked the majority of them with 
neatness and dispatch, and became high- 
ly esteemed. After I had cleaned up 
everything in the shape of fighting ma- 
terial on our side, as far down as Canal 
street, the vanquished brought boys of 
my size from all over the city to whale 
me, and some of them were pretty stiff 
contracts; but what I lacked in science I 
more than made up for in strength, and 
although I often went home looking as 
if I had been run through a threshing ma- 
chine, asa rule the umpires decided a 
draw or me the winner. Mr. Bancroft 
heartily enjoyed my many escapades, 
which I always truthfully recounted to 
him, being careful to give all due credit 
to my opponents; but Mrs. Bancroft 
would box my ears and scold me, often 
ending by having a fit. 

The boys from about St. John’s Park 
(an old-fashioned, beautiful breathing 
place for the poor of the Fifth Ward, that 
was gobbled up by the Vanderbilt inter- 
ests later for a freight depot that isa dis- 
grace to architecture ) , had hunted up an 
East Side champion they felt certain 
could “ pound the liver out of mc; ” and 
one day when Mrs. Bancroft was away 
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shopping had brought him up the ave- 
nue and whistled me out to test the mat- 
ter. He was a freckled-faced, red-headed 
boot black that looked to be a pretty 
tough proposition, as he was heavier than 
I was, but as I saw no way toan honor- 
able back down and a retention of my 
hard-earned prestige, we went at it “ ham- 
mer and tongs.” He certainly could 
fight like a bag of wild cats, but I got him 
at last with a “collar and elbow, ” threw 
him and was trying to jam his head 
through a gutter grating when Mrs. 
Bancroft drove up shrieking, “Officer! 
officer! they are killing my boy.” It 
was our family policeman she addressed. 
He had no love for me owing to a bit of 
coprer wire that tripped his abundant 
avordupois into the realin of ridicule on 
several occasions while he was trying to 
steal out of the culinary department un- 
noticed, who as he stumbled up, swinging 
his club and separated us, answered, 
“ Dade, they’r not, mam-—more’s the pity; 
it’s killing all the lads in the town he’ll be 
if yez don’t put him in the Pinnytinchery 
pretty soon. It’s the divil’s own bye he’s 
alltogether, mam.” He was answered 
by a freezing look from Mrs. Bancroft as 
she waltzed me up the steps by the ear 
and turned me over to Mr. Bancroft who, 
laughing all over, heldthe hall door open 
for us. “Did you ever, John?” “I 
never did, Mary, ” answered her husband 
enthusiastically. “It was a great fight. 
I watched it from the window above. 
The boy is a genuine Bancroft of the old 
school and I am proud of him.” “Why, 
how can you, John! You are spoiling 
the child! You shouldn’t talk that way 
in his presence. I think it’s shameful, ” 
and turning to me with severity, she con- 
tinued, “Runaway now, young man and 
change your clothes. Have James put 
some arnica on your ear, and don’t let me 
catch you fighting again or you will ruc 
ite 
From the landing I heard talking and 
laughing heartily in the drawing-room 
and I made up my mind that a good lot 
of Mrs. Bancroft’s severity was put on for 
the occasion; but I also heard what made 
mean interesting caves-dropper and creat- 
ed a sensation of weakness about the 
knees. “ Don’t be alarmed, Mary,” came 
the voice of Mr. Bancroft. “We will 
manage to keep the lad with us somehow. 
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He is the life of the house, and of the 
neighborhood forthat matter. Dimmock 
writes me that his name is Frank O'Neil. 
His people are fairly well to do people, 
highly respectable and strict Roman 
Catholics. Sam says he is terribly wild, 
but that there is not a bad trait in his 
make-up. He had lived at logerheads 
with the Irish Catholic Priest of the vil- 
Jage whom he cordially hates, and the 
only clergyman whatever who has any in- 
fluence over him is a Father Hayden, the 
German Catholic Priest, who taught him 
his smattering of Latin and German, and 
who has agreed with Dimimock to try to 
induce the boy’s father to consent to our 
adopting him. Dimmock sent me this 
clipping to show that when he saved our 
little one from the river it was not his 
first exploit in that line, and I am re- 
solved, in case we fail to get his father’s 
consent to the adoption scheme, to pay 
his way through college and give him a 
start when he arrives at the proper age. 
His father is away on a wild goose chase 
in search of the boy, nobody knows where 
and nothing can be done in the matter 
until he returns;” and thea when I heard 
Mrs. Bancroft having a fit I knew she had 
read of the affair with the Judge’s daugh- 
ter as published in the “Clarion;” that 
my zz cog was at an end and that my 
father would be after me with wrath in 
his eye at no distant future, and I had 
small faith in the power of my kindly 
new-found friends to protect me. 

It was habitual with me to think and 
actquickly. I had nothing to be ashamed 
of, for I had told the Bancrofts that I was 
a “runaway;” that my name was not 
George Brown, and had flatly refused fur- 
ther information, they, seemingly, con- 
tenting themselves with such.as I gave 
and now that I found they had been 
quietly seeking information regarding 
me through the legal light of our village 
lawyer, Sam Dimmock, who, in after 
years I discovered was a distant relative 
of theirs and had learned of my where- 
abouts through their letter to him regard- 
ing the great disaster, I made up my mind 
that I was about becoming the victim of 
a conspiracy and decided to seek fresh 
fields. 

After writing a long explanatory letter 
to my kindly benefactors, thanking them 
for their many favors and pleasures re- 
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ceived at their hands, I stole quietly into 
the nursery and, taking little Helen from 
her crib, kissed and fondled her for a 
moment, dashed down the stairs and 
hastened out of the house to hide my 
tears. 

Twenty odd years afterward I was call- 
ed from South America, an honored guest 
at a fashionable wedding,and as the hap- 
py bride marched from the chancel on the 
arm of her no less happy husband to the 
strains of the great organ, amid the smiles 
aud congratulations of a multitude, mem- 
ory lifted for an instant a corner of the 
curtain of years and I saw, by the glare 
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of burning cars a turbid river handing a 
water-soaked bundle of cooing humanity 
to a dazed country boy, and I wondered 
at the inscrutable ways of Providence. 
a * 
* 

The next day the quartermaster of the 
Pacific Mail Steamship Company’s side- 
wheeler, “Henry Chauncy,” bound for 
Aspinwall, yanked me out froin the cargo 
of the “for’dhold ” a few minutes too late 
to send me back to the city by the Pilot 
boat, and dragged me into the terrible 
presence of Captain : 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 


Socialism 


and Life. 


BY J. STITT WILSON, A. M. 


Mail all questions or criticisms directly to Mr. Wilson at Highland Home, 
Berkeley, California. 


THE IGNORANCE OF COMPETITION. 


“This one thing I do” said a great 
apostle of long ago. “This one thing I 
do” say J. “ What is that one thing?” 
youask, and I answer “I make Socialists”. 
That is the purpose of this article. 

I do believe that the present capitalis- 
tic system isa curse to the human race. 

I do believe that there is not a single 
material, moral, social, or intellectual 
interest of the race that‘is not now men- 
aced every hour by the continuance of 
this system. 

I do believe that all the criminals in 
all the jails, or hunted by all the police, 
and awaited by all the courts, are petty 
disturbers compared to the diabolical 
criminal that this present competitive 
system is. 

Iam convinced that it is committing 
more robbery, murder, falsehood, decep- 
tion, cruelty, than all the jail-birds could 
even think of, much less enact. 

I therefore believe that every sane man 
should work to abolish this system. It 
would seem that scarcely any other effort 
is pardonable from any of us. No other 
effort will yield such immense returns in 
human welfare. 

Doing then “this one thing” I come 
to the readers of the PATH-FINDER with 
another argument for Socialism, and 


against the present system. As promised, 
I come to you with an argument as re- 
stated from the social philosophy of Les- 
ter F. Ward, America’s greatest sociolo- 
gist. The whole force of Ward's analysis 
of social forces, and his interpretation of 
the nature and structure of civilization, 
leads straight to Socialism as the only 
logical position for sane inen and women. 
I submit to you in my words, and his, the 
argument promised in the last number. 
(If any reader of the PATH-FINDER, wish- 
ing to pursue this study further, will 
write me to the address given at the head 
of this article, I shall be only too glad to 
suggest to him a line of reading). 
* a 
* 

What I wish to do then is to convince 
my readers that a Competitive System is 
just the remnant of so much brute ignor- 
ance still manifest in our social and in- 
dustrial structure, and that the Socialist 
System, which I advocate would be a 
triumph of human intelligence in the 
management of our labor and capital for 
the satisfaction of human wants. 

A brief summary of what I showed last 
month will launch us into the argument. 
Man has a two-fold constitution,—Desire 
and Intellect. His desires are the motive 
force of his nature, and his intellect is 
the directive force. The especial manner 
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in which the intellect manifests is in the 
discovery and utilization of the forces of 
Nature for the satisfaction of his desires. 
Man discovers also that he can domesti- 
cate some of the lower animals and thus 
make them serve him, and also that he 
can so modify weeds and wild herbs by 
cultivation that he may have a rich har- 
vest of grains and fruits. His art im- 
proves on nature. His art makes ma- 
chines the avenues of mighty forces. His 
art makes civilization. In the struggle 
to exist man has thus turned his intellect 
upon the things that hindered him, or 
promised an advantageous response to 
his intelligent use. Wherever his wit 
conquers and utilizes the brite fact—he 
is free. 

But man is still in forms of bondage, 
and poverty, the most dire of human ill, 
steadily stares him in the face. In spite 
of man’s conquest of nature, in spite of 
his discovery of her wonderful resources, 
in spite of his mastery of the subtle forces 
that now wait upon him in the form of 
wonderful machinery, multitudes of the 
people find life*hard and bitter in the 
struggle for existence. 

This fact alone should force us to con- 
sider what is the cause of this in the midst 
of such abundant resources and limitless 
power. The cause is easily seen. It is 
that the vast power of civilization is 
really not a contribution to the happi- 
ness and welfare of the people because 
that power is operated in the competi- 
tive system, which is a brute system, 
adapted perhaps to the struggle of animals 
in the jungles, but deadly to man, and 
the more deadly and destructive the 
more this power is mthlessly placed in 
action. 

The essence of the competitive system 
is that each struggles for himself, seeking 
his own welfare, indifferent to the results 
inflicted upon others. This competitive 
systein is considered to be almost sacred 
by people of the pastage. “Competition 
is the life ot trade” say they, and “ There 
is lots of room at the top;” “every mau 
for himself develops the man.” 

Then came the doctrine of evolution, 
and the believers in competition believe 

that they had scientific backing for their 
faith. Did not science teach that all was 
a “struggle for life” and the outcome 
would be the “survival of the fittest?” 
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What more could be wanted. And all 
this complaint against the competitive 
system is idle, say they. It is the way of 
nature and the best survive, and so the 
crushing of the lives of the poor; the in- 
iquity of child labor; the beating down 
of the wages of the producing classes; the 
overthrow of competitiors in the markct; 
—all this misery, wretchedness, want and 
pain, now became justified by science as 
if by a veritable word of God. 

I believe that this interpretation of 
social evolution, and the “survival of the 
fittest ” has had a cold, steely effect upon 
the sympathies of multitudes of people, 
and it has palsted their right arms that 
would have otherwise struck mighty 
blows against economic might and sccial 
injustice. 

Now the fact is that this is not the 
teaching of science. The teiching of 
science is with us Socialists and not with 
you defenders of this evil system. 

Listen to the teaching of science, as 
interpreted by Ward, in his analysis of 
Social Evolution: 

“The prevailing idea,” writes Ward, 
“that it is the fittest possible that sur- 
vive in this struggle is wholly false. The 
effect of competition is to prevent anv 
form from attaining its maximum de- 
velopement, and to maintain a certain 
comparatively low level forall forms that 
succecd in surviving. Thisis made clear 
that wherever competition is wholly 
removed, as tlfrough the agency of man, 
ia the interest of any one fomm, that one 
form inevitably begins to make strides 
and soon outstrips all those that depend 
upon competition. Such has been the 
case with all the cercalsand fruit trees; it 
is the case with domestic cattle—so that 
we have now to add to the waste of com- 
petition its influence in preventing the 
really fittest from surviving.” 

I cannot do better than continue to 
quote the exact words of this distinguish- 
ed scientist: 

“ Consciously or unconsciously, it was 
felt from the very outset that the mission 
of mind was to grapple with the Law of 
competition and, as far as possible, to 
overcome and destroy it. This iron law 

of nature, as it may be called, was every- 
where found to lie athwart the path of 
human progress, and the whole upward 
struggle of rational man, whether physic- 
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ally, socially, or morally has been with 
this tyrant of nature, the Law of Compe- 
tition.” Could words be stronger? 

And again he says: © And in so far as 
he has progressed at all he has done so by 
gaining, little by little, the mastery in 
this struggle. In the physical world he 
has accomplished this through invention 
from which have resulted the arts. Every 
utensil of laber, every mechanical device, 
every object of design, and cverv artificial 
form that serves a human puwipose, is a 
triumph of mind over the physical forces 
of nature in ceaseless and aim'ess compe- 
ition. In the social world it is human 
institutions—religion, government, law- 
marriage, customs—that have been 
thought out and adopted to restrain the 
unbridied individualism that has always 
menaced society. And finally, the ethi- 
cal code andthe moral law are simply the 
means employed bv reason, intelligence, 
and refined sensibility to suppress and 
crush out the animal nature of man.” 

Thus we see that man has progressed 
despite your so-called glorious competi- 
tion; that competition cannot produce the 
fullest; that man is only safe to the ex- 
tent that he curbs, conquers, controls, and 
directs for social ends this individual 
struggle for life. 

This argument is overwhelming and 
irresistible. The popular idea about evo- 
lution and competition is utterly errone- 
ous. It is not scientific. I remember 
about three years ago meeting in debate 
Colonel Weinstock, a Jewish speaker and 


writer of note in the State of California. 
He defended Competition as exhibited 
in our social and economiclife. Iattack- 
ed it from the standpoint of the interpre- 
tation given above. I kept close to the 
purest teaching ofscience. It is needless 
to say that not my speech, but this ir- 
resistible scientific message proved over- 
whelining to the audience of two thous- 
and people. The applause was deafen- 
ing. The atmosphere seemed charged 
with power as the minds of the people 
grasped the really scientific treatment of 
the subject. But the climax of the meet- 
ing came when Colonel Weinstock step- 
ped to the front to give his last word, and 
acknowledged not his defeat in debate— 
that was nothing—but his appreciation 
of the light thrown on the whole subject 
by the words quoted in my speech from 
Lester F. Ward. The audience went 
wild with delight, and the meeting broke 
up in a baptism of human fellowship. It 
seemed as though we all felt that our 
competitive struggle was now no longer a 
sacred God-ordained necessity in. human 
evolution, but a dark remnant of the 
methods of animal ignorance transferred 
to the human plane, absolutely unneces- 
sary, and only awaiting our intelligence 
absolutely abolish it and usher in an 
era of brotherhood and co-operation. 
Science thus leads me straight to 
Socialism. Science is organized sense. 
I follow. Do you? I shall continue the 
theme further in our next number. 
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BLAZED BY D. H. SNOKE, M D. 


THE PHYSICAL ENVELOPE. 

Thou hast clothed me with skin and flesh, and 
hast fenced me with bones and sinews.—Jos. 

Whatever may have been the patri- 
arch's knowledge of anatomy, his figure 
of speech is altogether apt, and gives us 
a hook whereon to hang the chart of our 
monthly stroll. 

The human skin dowered with beauty 
or wrought into hideousness by sensual 
fires; sating smooth with baby dimples or 
furrowed upon its parchment surface with 
the lines of age; aglow with the fires of 


life's prime or sodden with disease, it 
clothes us all, and enwraps the microcos- 
mic aggregation of atoms we call man. 
Upon its undulating outline we trace the 
Grecian form of ideal beauty, and the 
Falstafhan grossness of taste gone mad, 
also the wizened features of the mal-as- 
similate who looks a very skeleton as he 
moves on his way. 

But enough of figure at this juncture. 
Let us get down to plain, every-day fact, 
regarding this wonderful covering which 
means so much to us all. 
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Most persons are unaware of the part 
the skin plays, or should play in the 
physical economy, although they are in 
the habit of wearing it daily. 

A truly healthy, properly functioning 
skin imphes a healthy man or woman, 
and an unhealthy, illfeeling individual is 
sure to have an abnormal skin. Indeed 
many who think themselves healthy show 
most plainly by this integumentary cover- 
ing that they are not in normal health. 

The healthy skin is unbound, i. e. loose 
from the muscles underneath and one fine 
test of this is to pick it up between 
thumb and index finger upon the fore- 
head, temples, cheeks, neck in front and 
back, upon the sternum or breast bone. 
upon the spine, abdomen and thighs, the 

shins, insteps fingers and toes. 

Many who try this will find it rigidly 
adherent at most of the points named. 
There will be bunches of fat(?) i. e. fer- 
mented flesh clinging to the underside of 
the skin and over these bunches, on the 
outside, the forces will mostly be closed 
and inactive. 

It is these bunches under the skin that 
cause the set expression of face and figure. 
Were it not so, the face would retain its 
sprightly youthful expression throughout 
life. As it is we are, most of us, peering 
from behind bunches and adhesions, and 
because of the gradual transition, do 
not note the change in our looks. 

How often it occurs that a fairly hand- 
some face is changed into an ugly oneaf- 
ter the lapse of a few years, and the sole 
cause is as we have indicated in this and 
the preceding issue. 

The man eats more than is digested; it 
is passed through the stomach and ferem- 
tation occurs with the result of disfiguring 
bunches, adhesions, etc., which push the 
features out of their naturally artistic 
alignment. 

Look at this boy of sixteen and that 
girl of twelve or fourteen; how expres- 
sive the faces are! Now note the man of 
forty and the woman of thirty-five and 
see how set the expression is, and not set 
in beauty either. Why? 

The skin has adhered, and through the 
cause of the adherence has become in- 
active. Because of its inactivity it has 
become inelastic, and because of its in- 
elasticity it is “set.” See? 

Sometimes the bunch settles between 
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the shoulders and a “stoop”? of greater or 
less proportion follows. It inay settle 
under an arm and thenceforward that 
shoulder is higher than its fellow. It 
may settle in the neck glands, and we 
have goitre, scrofula, etc. 

Most cases of deafness and failing eye- 
sight find their source in these fermenta- 
tion bunches. They impinge upon the 
optic and auditory nerves and disorder of 
vision and hearing results. 

So called heart trouble may in most in- 
stances be traced to a like cause, and sex- 
ual difficulties often have no other foun- 
dation. 

But it is the external covering we have 
under consideration and we must stick to 
our text. 

The assertion that “ beauty is only skin 
deep” is true, and, in the light. of this 
article, most significant. It naturally 
enough follows that the cause of beauty’s 
loss is also only “skin deep.” 

There are millions of pores in the skin, 
little openings through which impurities 
are cast off. If only a few of these be 
closed the individual owning them is not 
well. The skin is said to be inactive 
when the pores do not perform their nor- 
mal function of excreting (throwing off) 
waste. 

So often this occurs in the skin of the 
face, and there appear what are vulgarly 
called “ black-heads” or “ worms” in the 
skin. Sometimes people make an effort 
at covering these blemishes with powder 
and paint, but they only succeed in mak- 
ing themselves ridiculous and increase 
their trouble at the same time. 

When this inactivity of the skin is 
general, i. e. all over the body, disease of 
the internal organs is sure to occur, and 
it is not long until the kidneys, or the 
liver, or the lungs, or the stomach. or the 
heart become involved and we say the 
person is sick. l 

The arteries of the body come near to 
the surface under the skin, and when the 
skin is not clogged, they are enabled to 
throw off through the pores much of the 
effete matter that has been worn out in 
the system. 

It is estimated that a man of one hun- 
dred fifty pounds, if in normal condition, 
will throw off forty six ounces of water 
and effete material during a warin day. 


‘exchanged for beauty of face 
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Ina year this aggregates over a thousand 
pounds. 

This cannot pass out unless the skin is 
in good condition. The old layers of 
horny scales must be cast off or washed 
off every day. This requires a bath 
which should preferably consist of cold 
water, and be done in the imcrning on 
rising. A dry towel rub at night from 
head to {cot lacilitates matters. 

The drinking of distilled water and 
dieting mainly upon nuts and fruits will 
also be of first importance in maintaining 
the health. Indeed the fruit aud nut dict 
is the only rational method in cating, and 
its observance will in great measure 
guard against all illness. 

But this bathing and dict and drink 
are aimed at keeping the well well; and 
now the question arises, is there allevia- 
tion and cure for the. clogged, adhered 
and encumbered skin which clothes the 
sick and the ailing ? 

Most certainly there is for those who 
have the will to pursue the right means 
‘tothe right ends. There is sufficient 
virtue in air, sunlight, water, carth and 
exercise to heal not only disease, but to 
change ugliness of face and form into 
naturaland therefore beautiful conditions. 

Beauty is, to a degree, an art and the 
art can be successfully pursued under 
Nature's contributions as given in the 
paragraph above. ‘Ihe air, water, sun- 
light and earth are never exhausted and 
the will to exercise can be cultivated. 
The hands upon the dial may be turned 
backward and the disfigurements of age 
and invalidisi so current now, may be 
and forim. 

Any one who will study upon this mat- 
ter will readily hit upon means of using 
these riches of Nature to alleviate and 
heal existing wrong conditions and pre- 
serve their comeliness as an unchanging 
birthright. 

The] porous nature of the skin renders 
it very susceptible to dirt; particularly is 
this true of the exposed parts, as the face, 
neck and hands, which readily hecome 
charged with the dust that is blown 
about by the winds, 

The surest and best method of cleans- 
ing these parts from dust accumulations, 
is to rub into the parts a little, slightly 


warmed pure olive oil, afterward rubbing 
it«ff with a soft dry cloth. If this is 
done at night just before retiring, the 
effect will be apparent next morning ina 
smooth, clean, soft and flexible skin, free 
froin shine and pleasing in feeling. 

Soap should be used sparingly in treat- 
ing the skin particularly soaps that are 
harshly alkaline and made from animal 
fats. Only those scaps made from vege- 
table oils are desireable. 

Gentle massage of the facial surface 
and hands, if rightly done, is of great 
value and should Le performed once daily, 
the best time being just after retiring for 
the night. It refreshes and exhilarates 
the parts, aids in relaxing the entire 
muscular system, gives refreshing sleep, 
and is a bar to unpleasant dreams. 

‘The most intractable skin diseases may 
be overcome if the proper hygienic steps 
be taken and due attention be given to 
sanitary conditions. 

Asa rule, drugs only modify but do 
not cure. Often they change the charac- 
ter of an ailment rendering it less un- 
pleasant and invisible, but not cradicat- 
ing it. 

Since the skin is the physical expres- 
sor of human comeliness and beau'y, and 
since it is as well the channel through 
which impurities are carried from the 
system, it is a moral as well as physical 
obligation resting upon every individual 
to carefully attend to its requirements. 

A volume might easily be written up- 
on this subject with no fear of exhaust- 
ing its merits or destroying its just claim 
as a most essential factor in human health 
and happiness. 

To him or her who has a just pride in 
personal appearance this chapter will not 
be penned in vain; and it is this same 
just pride which renders the successful 
man and woman able to hold their own 
in the front ranks where they shine con- 
spicuously in the social and ethical 
firmament. 

Take good care therefore of the cloth- 
ing with which daine Nature has invest- 
ed you, and your days and nights will be 
full of comfort and pleasure, and you will 
be pleasing in the sight of your fellow 
men and women all the days of your lives. 


Thoughts and Epistles of a “Hayseed.” 


BY CHAS. A, OLIVA, 


SHIFTED INTO THE OZATKS. 

A rumbling of the train; whistling of 
air-brakes; a pause; a last hand-shake; 
and I was changing locality to the ener- 
getic puff of a locomotive and the ryth- 
matic click of car-whecls as they mani- 
fested themselves in their oft repeated 
function of computing linear measure. 
It was at the waning of a typical Kan- 
sas day, which was in about the sixth 
definate change of weather since tlie time 
of its dawn. And in this particular state 
it was cold and cloudy, with air damp 
and penetrating, And while I sat watch- 
iug the flitting landscapes and was mus- 
ing over my affairs at the parting of that 
day, the great law of change was suggest- 
ed to me. How the law of all growth 
depended upon some change. Should 
not this axiom apply to me in all its pha- 
ses? The day had been changeable and 
I was changing my physical surround- 
ings. Yes, I was leaving the good old 
Sunflower State with its regular, smooth 
and expansive fields; its irregular and fit- 
ful weather of drouth, floods, blizzards, 
winds aud some most enchanting days. 
I was leaving the scenes and haunts of 
my childhood days. The place where I 
used to go toa little country school-house 
and have my share of hardships and hard 
lessons. But were they really hard? No! 
Never! Unless I made them so, as many 
another youth does today, not realizing 
what he goes to school for, nor that he is 
working for himself and never for any 
one else. I was leaving tle precions spot 
where in years gone by I used to play 
the role of the bare-foot boy, with most 
of the time no one fora companion except- 
ing a faithful dog and nature herself— 
catching butter-flics, hunting bird's nests, 
picking wild flowers, playing in buffalo 
wallows, puddling in mud, swimming in 
ponds — and what not. I was leaving 
the scenes where I experienced all my 
joys and sorrows. Sorrows did I say? 
Yes, sorrows. Because I did not under- 
stand the laws that overcome all trials 
and tribulations and make one free. 
And yet it was well for me as it was, for 
it built ine for the future and I do not 
doubt its good results. I was leaving 


behind dear friends both tried and true: 
brothers and sisters and a good motlicr, 
who now misses my physical presence, 
Yet for all this, I had not a single tear 
to drop upon the sanctified place of my 
youth, or to thus mark my presence in 
the past. Just for how long a time I was 
leaving, I was not qualified to disclose, 
I knew that all would be well, and that 
I would again have the pleasure of com- 
ing back to pay homage to all that I was 
now leaving behind. 

But there is a time for everything, 
For time and tide are ever active and 
ready to serve every one who is ready for 
the serving. It only leaves those that 
are not ready as it passes on. 

Cases of others have come under my 
observation, where it seemed thiat they 
had apparently reached their highest 
ideal; at least there they were content to 
become crystallized. Was I to do like- 
wise and grow old too, when there was 
no need of it? No! It would be violat- 
ing nature's higher laws; the very laws 
whose enforcement, or rather, natural ap- 
plication, bring better health, insti 1 hope 
and courage, make a more buoyant spirit, 
a more perfect body and bring cheerful- 
ness, happiness and peace. Yes, I would 
follow the ever faithful little guide that 
always leads one right; whose journey is 
endless and the possibilities ez route un- 
limited. 

My joumey was uneventful; being al- 
most wholly accomplished during the 
thickened shadows of the time when most 
people take an unconscious journey to 
dreamland. However, whether I was 
the cause of it or not, the train had run 
about an hour and a half behind its reg- 
ular schedule. So that my ride extended 
so much longer into the earlier light of 
day before I reached my destination. 
This was Rogers, Arkansas, where the 
good editor of CONABLE’S PATH-FINDFR 
was waiting for me, and from whence cre 
long he, with another true Path-Findcr, 
were speeding with ine over roads already 
made familar to me, by a former intro- 
duction to them, in a flitted portion of 
the realm that waits for no onc. We 
were going toward PATH-FINDER Park, 
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where the home of the Path-Finders was 
reached shortly after the passing of the 
day. Here I met more Path-Finders and 
acquaintances and some acquaintances 
whem I had never met before—that is 
not physically, if my memory serves me 
right. 

Here I was more than entertained by the 
mirthful and musical loving members of 
the Path-Finder household. For me, to 
attempt to deseribe the exquisite beauty 
aud art manifested in the vocal selections 
that enchanted me so much during the 
first evening and many times since, would 
bea disgrac to the columns of CONABLR’S 
PaTH-FINDER. And as the world will 
learn of this later, through a different 
source than myself, I shall refrain from 
attempting a further description of some- 
thing that I am uot qualified to do from 
my present state of unfoldmen!. But, 
this very fact, concerning the accomplish- 
ments of those that strive for the better- 
ing of self, brings something to my mind 
that I do know. And that is this: There 
are soine people in this world—sad is the 
fact and more the pity—whio are wont to 
think that the Path-Finders are“ sleepy- 
heads ;” that because they do not have an 
endless lot of soul-torturing physical hab- 

‘its they cannot enjoy life. That because 
they do not cat meat, they must be 
teranks;” etc., etc. Yet this only makes 
me smile. For although the Path-Find- 
ers do not try to convince, nor teach any 
one in any way as regards their doctrines, 
they know that this class of people will 
have all this to take back some day and 
will do so as fast as they accept the truth 
of life. No onecan be a‘‘sicepy-liead,” a 
“crank,” a fool, an ignoramus, etc., etc., 
who seeks to live the life that brings ro- 
bust health. 

* 4 x 

The next day I was shown around the 
buildings so that I could again take a 
mental inventory and compare it with 
what I had seen here six month before. 

I could at once see that many changes 
aud improvements were made almost 
throughout, to make everything more 
convenient and add to the comforts of 
the Path-Finders. Of course I was ush- 
ered into the spacious building, that in 
former years served the purposes of a 
school-house, but which now is used for 
the purpose of printing CONABLE’S PATH- 


23 


FINDER. Here I now have the oppor- 
tunity to ‘catch onto the curves” of how 
the Path-Finders are made. 

Up to this writing I have taken several 
quite extensive trips over the PATH-FIND- 
ER domain, always enjoying the scenery 
immensely. Though I had seen the 
most of it before when it was sending 
forth its springtime’s fragrance, I could 
not tire of mingling out with nature's 
rugged physiogonomy and majestic sent- 
inels; especially when I had a good com- 
panion with me. 

While I admit that there is not a cor- 
ner on earth entirely devoid of some of 
nature’s expression, it is not every place 
that has so much of it to the square foot 
as this spot here. While most of the 
trees have shed their gorgeous summer 
raiments, the contrast in the scene is 
more inarked. Everywhere are bare leaf- 
less trees of allsizes and forms, mingled 
with others that still cling to their dress 
of varigated hues of the autumn fashions; 
and still others, the beautiful green pines 
and cedars, that stand out boldly with 
their never changing styles, and all of 
these together forming’ an endless series 
of scenes over which an artist would go 
into ecstacy. Then there are the springs 
aud brooklets of pure water; the paths 
winding through the woods and hills; 
and the picturesque scenes incident to 
the physical makeup of the Ozarks. 

These are the surroundings of the 
home of the Path-Finders in PATH-FIND- 
ER Park, where all is love, happiness 
and peace. And while there is not the 
remotest indication of this becoming oth- 
wise, for the understanding of the higher 
law never adinits it, yet, should anything 
of this nature ever come to pass to be be- 
yond the power of rectification, it will 
simply mark the time when I would for- 
ever shake my feet off PATH-FINDER 
Park. For that is not what I am search- 
ing for and trust that all who may ever 
set foot upon this beautiful tract with 
the intention of making it their home, 
have something of the same, or higher 
ideal in view. 

But this is intended for people who 
wish to advance; who wish to grow and 
expand in every direction; who are in 
search of the truth, better health and a 
more perfect development; who want to 
get away from all the. hindrances of 
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growth and live in harmony, where they 
can reach out after their higher ideals 
and come in closer touch with the Infi- 
nite. This is what the whole world is 
seeking, in order to avoid a repetition of 
calamities in by gone ages. 

Personally I have experienced that it 
was thie first time I ever left home —and 
perhaps the only time in my life—to 
again reach home without retracing my 
journey. It is the kind hospitable treat- 
ment by all the Path-Finders and the 
general harmonious atmosphere of my 
surroundings that makes it to me a 
Home, Sweet Home. 


Strengthen Body and Mind Alike. 

DEAR CONABLE:—THE PATH-FINDER, so wel- 
come to our sanctum, has just come to us dressed 
in the ‘SEVENTH CREATIVE, ” which isa standard 
color with us, 

We are more than pleased to have it with us once 
more, It is the ‘‘ balm’ that soothes the mo- 
notony of one's physical surroundings. It says: 
Come up where we are. Be more noble, more ex- 
alted, and more divine. It is a comforter to all 
who can and will comprehend its meaning. It isan 
angel of love and peace and order. May it exist 
into cons of time and succeed in the gathering of 
the ripe fruits of the earth, 

Great is he who discovers the law of nature and 
applies it to serve a useful purpose. 

We have felt all along, dear Brother, that you 
were adjusting yourself to your new home and to 
the new surroundings. Righteous adjustment 
(right arrangement), does not come to any new 
condition all at once. It requires time for proper 
affiiation. Changing the home or place of recon- 
ciliation is liken tothe changing of one’s body. In 
initiating a “ new move "' it re yuires time for qualifi- 
cation, 

To those who understand, your explanation is 
simply a waste of energy. As many do not under- 
stand, your explanation becomes a necessity. 
Moral: When the group becomes large enough, 
you can take in the slack and reserve the waste for 
a better and more wholesome purpose. 

The Fool-Killerin Demand.” Yes, my brother, 
but deal kindly with these conventional sticklers. 
This lot of weaklings do the best they know under 
their present order of life. They jump at con- 
clusions, They are illogical. They are scattered. 
They are not concentrated. They generalize, and 
do not discriminate, They are to be pitied, for 
they are really nowhere, but in confusion. One of 
them out of their namby-pamby mec-to vibration 
gets rattled so that he usually his a fit o'T-hand 

These humans of habit, filled with temporal, car- 
nal and mortal desires to which they are absolutely 
subordinated, “dire slaves" living wholly in their 
lower or baser natures, having not dominion over 
themselves, can little be expected in this insane, 
unnatural and artificial state, to report anything 
very correctly or truthfully. 

Their life being a mistake in its selfish order, 
what could be expected of them but mistakes and 
bhunders ? 

Pity them, for they know not what they do. 

Then, Brother, your ‘Somewhat Personal’ on 
page 7, shows where many so called new thought 
advocates are at. The most of these mcrtals are in 
the game out of mere curiosity, or, because they 


Conable’s Path=Finder. 


think it great to be different than anybody 

because it makes prominent their persone enon 
because they delight in presenting somethi y; Qi, 
posed to be new, or, because ofthe money ne sup, 
be gathered out of the new arrangement nat Can 

‘There are but tew that 1 have met that ae 3 
any great attainment. Changing httle in ties med 
cal body, the most of the attaunnent js in Ds 
mind, ’’ the 

What good does it do for a man to 
mind if he cannot prove up his change 
of his physical bouy ? 

What good would it do me to tell people tha: 
am practically immune to the effects of the pa 
ments, and when put to the test in the nude su.” 
to get the croup or pneumonia? I woud Bie 
show that I was a base traud, not only to others 
but to myself, and would make iyseit rediculon.” 

I believe in a man doing what he says he can k 

To first get in shape to deliver the goods a 
then deliver thein; which is easy, so easy, i 

For man to simply change ius mind and im 
magine by that, that he has changed his heart. 
with his thigking brain still subordinate to the 
wailings and sensations of his baser nature, With 
bile on his liver to the point that he is susceptibje 
to every little change in temperature, and then say 
or think that he belongs reaily toa new order of 
things, is to decieve himselit and others as well, 

Such an one is an injury tothe cause of righteous. 
ness, justice, truthfulness and reality. 

But all these things have to be contended with, 

I can immagine well the feelings of the man from 
Chicago. He had not overcome. He was over. 
come. Fate had him dead torights. He was over. 
fed and over-habited in many other ways. Hewas 
not ruling, but was being ruled. 

Now, man wants to be in position to make friends 
with his surroundings, whatever those surround- 
lugs may be. He must be able to make adjustment 
to them. He must be able to sleep anywhere trom 
acold room toa haymow, or out ot doors. He 
must be able to eat in moderate amount any form 
of food, except ‘* murdered flesh, ° cooked or raw, 
and not have it disturb his equilibrium, If tood is 
not suitable to his wants, he must be able to go 
without until such time as he can adjust himself to 
more wholesome conditions. J 

Such an one, 1 should consider, was getting 


somewhere. 

The man who is subject to his surroundings for 
food, clothing and shelter, and must have- them 
just so and so, in order that he must be satisfied, is 
the direst slave. He is so weak that if famine or 
pestilence should come on the land, he woul turn 
up his toes the first time he got out of his old vi- 


bration. ; 
Let us go on and not be that weak, my brother 


Conable. 
Success shall be yours now and forene a 


Fraternally. J. E. RULLISON, 
pa S A 
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t7 There food properties recommended by this Magazint: 


THE MAN WHO DIES HAS DEMONSTRATED THE 
FACT THAT HE IS NO LONGER FIT TO LIVE. 


The Secret of Human 
Unfoldment 


Or, How to Inbreathe to the Vital Centers of the Body 
for Phystcal and Spiritual Exaltation. 


Edgar Wallace Conable. 


PRICE, 50 CENTS. 


This booklet gives full and complete Technical instruc- 
tions in the science of carrying the Breath of Life to all the 
Vital Centers of the body; also the effect of scientific thought 
concentration upon these Centers. It gives instructions of 
inconceivable values to every searcher after Health and 
Knowledge that will unfold to the vision the wondrous work- 
ings of the Inner Self. 

The instructions in “The Secret of Human Unfoldment” 
are the finest, most concise and to the point of anything of 
the kind I have ever seen. I revel in them—Grace Troy 
Raton, New Mexico. 

I can hardly find words to express to you my appreciation 
of “The Secret of Human Unfoldment.” It is a Giant in 
Brains, if not in size, and when I look into your face it brings 
such a feeling of inspiration, and I know now, that you are 4 
man after my own heart, “The most glorious thing in Life.”"— 
George Horace Gale, Seattle, Wash. 


COOKING DESTROYS THE LIFE PRINCIPLE IN 
: ALL FOODS. 


Solution of the Kitchen 
Problem for Woman 


A REMAKABLE TREATISE ON 
UNCOOKED FOOD 


Edgar Wallace Conable. 


PRICE, 50 CENTS. 
THIS BOOKLET SHOULD BE IN EVERY HOUSEHOLD. 


The only right way and the only Scientific way of Living 
is to eat that which Nature has prepared and which is filled 
with the Sun’s vibrations. 

There is a growing desire among men and women every- 
where to gain such knowledge as will insure absolute physical 
perfecttion and at the same time unfold the mental faculties 
to a degree that will bring the individual into absolute har- 
mony with the higher forces. The Solution of the Kitchen 
Problem for Women does all of this and more. _ 

_ Mr. E. W. ConasLe—My Dear Sir:—The cook booklet. 
“The Kitchen Problem Solved,” duly received There isn’t a 
dull word or line in it all; and again let me say, you are right 
The lesson of eternal peace, not learned upon bloody battle- 
fields, but upon the planes of normal, healthful functioning 
expressed in a rational diet and its results are found between 
its covers. —D. H. Snoke, M D., Indianapolis, Ind. = 


The 
Hindu-Yogi Breathing 


Chnvesed into a Regular System of Exercises 
and Taught by 
MARY ELIZABETH BENJAMIN. 


For the earnest student, these exercises are invalu- 
able, as they strengthen the mind, making it more bril- 
liant and perceptive, and open up the channels of expres- 
sion from the Soul into the physical world. These ex- 


ercises are 


“Also Invaluable to Those Who 
Desire Perfect Health. 


A portion of these Hindu-Yogi Breathing Exercises 
were taught by the great Italian master of singing, Lam- 
perti, who was the teacher and friend of Campanini 
They make the voice soft, beautiful and flexible, and 
give it that peculiar floating quality and also immense 
power which all desire and so few possess, It also gives 
the voice a wonderful carrying power, which all singers 
and public speakers should have. 

These lessons will be given by correspondence in a 
course ot twelve—one cach week, or as often as the 
Student is prepared to receive them. 

Price, $15.00 for the entire course. payable in ad- 
vance. No fractional part of these lessons will be given 
under any circumstances. 


Address MARY ELIZABETH BENJAMIN 


Conable, Arkansas. 


